They were unable to get a word out of him. The old countess
managed to have him released. When he got back to her after
leaving prison he could barely drag himself about. His pimples
had becom^ wounds. This was the only time he ever spoke about
his feelings. *I think no one will be able to accuse me any more
of having been a slacker during the war,* he said.

This light cast upon a whole life so utterly surprised me that
I was unable to repress an exclamation. My neighbour began to
laugh.

"Isn't it an astonishing cure for an inferiority complex?" he
asked me.

"You really know many people," I said, "and many of their
secrets."

"My profession is one that calls forth confidence," said my
neighbour.

His laughter had become even more silent than usual. Again I
looked at the man intently and I thought "Might he not in fact
be a neurologist, a psychiatrist?"

But while I was looking at his face inquiringly he suddenly
turned aside and became inaccessible, as it were. Another record
had been put on the phonograph and it was a Bach oratorio.
There is in beauty a sovereign calming power. I found myself at
last relaxing in this Belgrave Square drawing-room amid the
sumptuous panelling and the trembling lances of the candles
which were magically multiplied in the deep mirrors. And I was
able to open this room and its luxury and its tranquility to that
little barber, to those students, to Mathilde, to that unpreposessing
son of a prominent family. And I loved them all the more for
being there, hunted, ill-clad, underfed, chilled and drab, with the
humble and sacred mystery of their courage.

The great movement of the organs had flowed past. Little by
little the conversations resumed.

"The last time I played this Oratorio Thomas was listening,"
said my neighbour. "I have never had a friend like him and I have
never met a man more pure in knowledge or more lofty in spirit."

My neighbour spoke in his habitual tone, which was fluid and
calm. I understood nevertheless that his friend had died a tragic
death. He guessed that I had understood.

"Yes," he went on softly, "Thomas was killed by a bullet in
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